the moment. Then she gave herself a push and got up.
A thousand marks, a thousand marks, a thousand marks*
** That is—then I can't allow myself—I haven't got as
much as that, unfortunately," she whispered with strained
lips, whose dryness was one of the symptoms of her
unhappy condition.
Shrugged shoulders, a bow, green double doors. . . .
" I can only advise you, with your illness, not to take
risks, not to entrust yourself to less reputable hands.
Perhaps you will think it over again quietly," said the
Professor at the kst moment.
Fraulein Willfuer pulled on her gloves. The white
nurse in the ante-room produced a small slip. Pro-
fessional fee for examination : thirty marks. Not very
much for anyone of Professor Riemenschneider's stand-
ing, thought Fraulein Willfuer. Her heart was aching,
not only in the figurative sense, but also in the full
physical sense....
Rain; wet; grey, sooty clouds above ; grey asphalt
below. She wandered up and down through the gardens,
without a goal, without consolation, without direction,
with no definite plan, constantly up and down in a teem-
ing, jostling confusion of troubles and thoughts. She
was consumed with a ravenous hunger, a greedy,
pathological, torturing hunger. She bought a roll;
threw it away as unappetising; bought a few early
pears; ate them greedily sitting in the rain on a wet,
green seat. Nausea, tears, choked-back tears that gathered
in her throat instead of in her eyes. Soaked to the skin,
she entered a caft, ordered a ham sandwich and asked for
a street directory. She turned up the list of doctors,
looking for a woman, a woman doctor, someone to
whom she could entrust herself, to whom she could pour
out her fears. Frau Dr. Gropius, for instance. . . ,
Gropius was a good, trustworthy sort of name; it
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